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Conrtess he is, hy God almizt !
That he nis nought ymaked knizt
It is the more pitie.

2.

" He konnen better eche glewe
Than I konnen to ye shewe,

Baith maist and least.
So wel he wirketh in eche thewe
That where he commen, I tell ye trewe,

He is ane welcome guest.

3.

" His eyen graye as glas hen,
And his looks hen alto kene,
Loveliche to paramour.
Brown as acorn hen his faxe,
His face is thin as hettel axe
That dealeth dintis doure.

4.

" His wit hen hoth keene and sharpe,
To knizt or dame that carll can carpe

Either in hall or bower j
And had I not this squeyere yf onde,
I had been at the se-gronde,

Which had been great doloure.

** In him Ich finden non other euil,
Save that his nostril so doth snivel,

It is not myche my choice.
But than his wit ben so perquire,
That thai who can his carpynge here
Thai thynke not of his voice.

6.

" To speake not of his gentel dame
Ich wis it war bothe sin and shame,

Lede is not to layne :
She is a ladye of sich pryce,
To leven in that dame's service
Meni wer f ul fain.

7.

" Hir wit is f nl kene and queynt,
And hir stature smale and gent,
Semeleche to be seene ;his day
